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PIANOS. 
CHICKERING & SONS, 
MANUFACTURERS OF 
GRAND, SQUARE, and UPRIGHT PIANOS, 


Warerooms—694 Broadway. New-York. 


These pianos have always taken the first 
premiums over all competitors, wherever 


i TaN Sie 





and whenever they have been exhibited ; | 
and for public playing they have been se | 


lected by all the most eminent artists who 
have visited this country. 


For full particulars. with description, | 


price list, list of meials and testimonials, 
dress, OHICKERING & SONS, 
ew-York. 


J. HH. JVUHNSTON & CO., 
150 Bowery cor. Broome St. 
NEW-YORK, 


SELL AT LOW PRICES 


FINE WATCHES, RICH JEWELRY, STER-: | 


LING SILVER, AND FINE PLATED 
WARE. 
«"« Wedding and Visiting Cards engraved- 
ALBUMS. HAIR-JEWELRY, ETC. 
Watches and Jewelry repaired. 


HASHEESH CANDY. 


A most wonderful Medicinal Agent for the | 
cure of Nervousness, Weakness, Melancho- | 


ly, Confusion of thoughts, etc. A pleasura- 
ble and harmless stimulant. Under its in- 
fluence all classes seem to gather new inspi- 
ration and energy. 

Price, 25c. and $! per box, Beware of imi- 
tations. Imported only by the Gunjah-Wal- 
lah Company, 476 Broadway. 

On sale by draggists generally. 





SOLDIERS, ATTENTION! 
Pain, disease and exposure, with a hot 


‘A Call te all Merchants in wa 
Dry-Goods. 


ONSTANTLY PROGRESSING. 


“NO GO BACK” IN THE CASE. 


of Cheap 


EACH DAY INCREASES THE SALES AND MAKES NEW CUSTOMERS. 


Which speaks wonders for the Small Profit, Good Value and Quick Sale System. And also shows 
| the intelligent merchant’s high appreciation of the new and active system of Merchandizing. 


Nothing like buying Goods cheap one day and selling them cheap the next, in times like these, 
which is the great secret of 


J. D. LEWIS! & CQ’S WONDERFUL [SUCCESS. 


They originated and started the Fine-@oeds Cash-Rusiness in 1857. and have fattened during all 
the hard crashing times by sticking closeby to their Smali-Profit, Good- Value, and Large-Sale Sys- 
tem—uvever varying from it—always selfing strictly for cash, doing their own buying. and in this 
way keeping down their expenses, and their notes out of the Market. Goods well bought all agree 
in saying are haf sold. 


All Things Work Like a Charm at !@f Chambers Street, 


The obstacles being all out of the way, since making the last change, the firm is now made up 

| with none but active. practical business men, and sti!l retains all the original talent of the old firm 

of LEWIS, HAVILAND & CU, Dou’t buy until you first cath and see the Stock of Job Lots and 
Auction Goods, and note the low prices upon them. 


EVERYTHING IS A BARGAIN IN THE STORE. 


climate, muddy water and bad diet, will be | 


unavoidable, but armed with HOLLO. | 


WAY’S Purifying snd Strengthening Pills 
you can endure all these and still retain 
good health. 

Only 25 cents per box. 220 


Great Miusicai Box | 


DEPOT. M. J. PAILLARI 


Importer, 21 Maiden Lane, N. Y.. has for 


sale the most extensive assortmentin the | 
country, at prices varying at Two to Two | 
Hundred and Fifty Dollars, each playing1 | 


2, 3, 4, €, 8, 10, 12, 16 and 24 airs 


BEAUTIFULTOY BOXES FOR CHILDREN. 
BOXES TO SUIT ALL AGES AND TASTES, 
Call and examine them 


Fine Gold and Silver Watches Cheap for | 
Cash. 


Ge” Musical Bowes Repaired. g4 


BOOTS AND SHOES. 
OHN SLATER, 


2 Cortlandt street, near Broad- 


way. 

English Walking Shoes, Balmoral Roots, 
and every description of Boots and Shoes 
with English Bend Soles, ready made and 
made to order. French Patent Leather and 
Calf-skin Bovts ana Congress Gaiters, a 
little soiled, now selling cheap. 


Academy of Music. 
Lessee and Manager,....Mr, Jas, M. Nixon. 
DEBUT OF 


CARLOTTA PATTI IN 
OPERA. 


MONDAY EVENING, SEPTEMBER 22p. 
Box book now open. 
Seats secured at 

Academy of Music, 
Beer & Schermer’s, 7(1 Broadway, 


Chickering’s Piano Ware-Roomg, 
Broadway. 


Don’t allow jealous persons to persuade you from calling at Wl. Their system is not calculated 
to please any but their Customers and Creditors—hence, the best way is to call and see, and 
| judge for yourselves. 


‘One way of Selling, and one Price to all—whether Judges or not— 
suits the buyers. 


| 500 pieces Handsome Worsted Dress-Goods, 103¢ to 113¢ cents—great bargains. 
12 cases rich Satia-Pluid Wool Dress-Good:, 163¢c., cust 25 cents, much cheaper than any De 
Laine sold 
Handsome De Laines, equal to any in the market, 163¢ cents 
25 cases beautiful Brocade and Plaid Dress-goods, of 1.test and most desirable styles, 19 to 32\cts. 
10 cases Brocade Orientals, 12}¢ to 1634 ceuts per yard. 
15 cases rich Valentia Plaids, half-wool, 1139, 1414 and 16 cents. 
Good Stock of Meriuos, Paramattas and Alpacas, real ba: gains. 


BEST STOCK OF SHAWLS IN AMERICA!!! 
Comprising all kinds at ruinously low prices. 
->APER AND CAMBRIC MUSLINS UNDER THE MARKET RATES. 
Large Stock of Brown and Bleached Sheeting, Flanne!s and Blankets, 


Which were bought early, and which will be offered greatly under their value. 


A Large Stock of New-Broom Black Silk, 


The best and cheapest Silk for the money ever sold. If you buy it once you will never buy any 
other brand. 


75 pieces 22-in. Black Moire Antique, 6) cents, great bargain. Cost to land, $1.25. 


NEW GOODS ARE RECEIVED DAILY 
FROM ALL THE AUCTIONS. 


There seems to be a great disposition this season upon the part of the old-fashioned time-jobbers 
to combine the cash and credit business together, making the cash man ofter pay the losses on the 
time sales, but it cannot be dene satisfactorily, as cash men are becoming awake to this fact, 
Where they sell both ways, the cash price is apt to be the largest of the two. 


Never buy for cash, unless at a strictly cash house, if you want to get the bottom prices. The 
sum and substance of the case is just this: when a man pays his money, he should get the worth 
of it. 

Buyers will please to remember that, notwithstanding the importers’ great cry of the ecarcity of 


Goods, caused by heavy duties, high rates of exchange, etc., Business is alive, and all goods jun Dp 
with cheapness, at 


J.D. LEWIS & CO’S, 101 Chambers street, 


(Formerly Lewis, Haviraxp & Co.) 





Fubliched tor the Pr prieters, by Louis U. Stepueas, at 116 Nassau Street, N.Y 





NIBLO’S GARDE 
Lessee and Manager . 
Opening of the Fall and Wiy, 

Season. 
Monday evening. Sept. 15th, first p; 


the engagement of the eminen Tight 
gedian, ty great ny 


Edwin Forrest, 


Toesday. September 16t 
celebrated comedian, 


Mr. Hackett, 


- NIXON'S” 
CREMORNE GARDE 


PALACE OF MUSIC ayp 
EQUESTRIAN SCHOOL, 


Monday Evening, Sept. {st 
BENEFIT OF 


SENORITA CUBAs, 


The renowne’ Spanish Danseuse, 
on this occasion. appear for theft. tary 
this city in her great Pantomime part of 


THE FRENCH $77 


Sustaining the three principal character 
avd appearing in all the Dances and Bro 
sword Combats of the piece, SENURIT 
CUBAS created the wildest excitement 
London in this piece, and was pronouns 
by the press of that city to be equal tots 
renowned Madame Celeste A fuil and ¢ 
ficient DRAMATIC Company has been « 
gaged to give every effect necessary tote 
piece. 

The laughable Chinese Pantomime of 

KIM KA 


will be given. Also, Performances inti 
Equestrian School. 


h, first night ofty 


Admissio®, for this occasion,.......50 cer 
Cinderella Matinee every after- 
noon—children admitted for...... 15 cents 


THE FIRST NUMBER OF THE 


Sextuple Editor 


OF VANITY FAI, 
Six weekly numbers in one, 


Is pronounced the handsomest 


MAGAZINE 


Ever published, and the best bcok outft 
RAILROADS and STEAMBOAN 


PHICBs. oc cccccccccccccccescoes 5 cents. 


Two Editions Sold 


Orders for the Third Edition vi 
now be received, and will be 
by Express to any Direction, ps* 
ble on delivery. 


[Gs™ News-Agents, Railroad a! 
Steamboat Agents supplied with 
Specimen Copy FREE upon sf* 
cation. 


A liberal discount to the trade 

An extra discount will beallowe 
upon single orders, for not Jess that 
500 copies. 


Address, for terms, 


LOUIS H. STEPHENS, 
Publisher for Proprieto™ 
116 Nassau street, New-Yot 
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Q. Way is the Postage-Stamp like Asafoe- | 






nd Wints | A Drug in the Market. 

fhest nigh tida ? a | 

MAY reat A. Because it is a disgusting Gum. || 
= ——__—_—_- | | 

Test, 


About the Size of it. 


TuerE can be no good Resin for putting 
gum, or Size, on the postage-stamp. Ifthe 
article is intended for circulation, why should 
|it be made up to Stick ? 


St night of thd 
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} From the Rural Districts.} 

| A “Pasrorat Bette,” who says that she 
i lives, and moves, and has her being in old 
|English poetry,” writes to us to inquire 
| whether “ Bloomfield’s Farmer’s Boy” is sub- 
ject to a Draft. 

He be, Miss—of buttermilk. 
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Suggested in the Central Park. 
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Q. Wuat smaller birds does a Swan, while 
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Sentiment by a City Alderman. 4 


“Wer can put up with Mock Turtle, but 
Mock Auctioneer is rather too strong for us.” 
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seeees HD cer: 
te Mares that the Substitute Brokers in Fort 
es Lafayette don’t appear to cotton to. 
or mm The Case-mates in which they are lodged 
r there. 
’ il . THE LADIES—BLESS THEM! 
j : : 
(to Adjutant (to stout soldier, who has been home on sick leave.)—“ Wett, Private Durry, wHat =m vga ae Se Sa ' 
DO YOU MEAN BY JOINING IN THAT RIDICULOUS CONDITION ?” Ir was well said, yesterday, by a promi- 
F AIR, Private Smith, (Friend of Duffy’s.)—“ Iv ats’? No FAULT oF 1s, SiR—tHE New York Laptes|nent German brewer of Hoboken, that “ we 
KEP’ GIVIN’ AND GIVIN’ HIM THINGS, AND HE KEP’ ATIN’ AND ATIN’ THEM, BECAZE HE Was WAKE Anp|Shall not see no more good dimes again a6 
THE TEMPTATION WAS STRONG.” long as the postage-stamps go for money.’ | 
dsomest oe ene — ao : ee — as || 
GENERAL HENRY BOHLEN. MYTHOLOGICAL MUSINGS. 1] 
INE OnE more great heart on Freedom’s altar laid, THE Sun is like a raggedy rebel General’s cocked-hat—there is || 
Hot from the throb of battle! One more name, nothing new under it. Even that dulce decus of America, the 
Deep catven, O Glory! with a point of flame fancy drink, may be traced to remote Greece. When Jason return- 
st bcok oat ft In burnished splendor on thy page displayed ! ed to his native Iolchos, after his yacht expedition with the Argo- 
i From groves beyond the sea, in whose calm shade nauts, he found his old governor s> bad with the gout as to be un- 
AMBOAT Our battle-echoes caused no leaf to wave, pble to take part in the festivities of the occasion. We are told that 
Husband and Father, came he! Rich, he gave MEDEA, Jason’s wife, however, who had probably been a pretty wait- 
+35 cents With prodigal hand to the Good Cause he made er-girl, set the old gentleman on his legs again, by drawing off his 
His own! His was no hypocritic zeal blood with a patent spile, and filling his arteries with the juices of 
That hath “no stomach for the fight,” and so j certain herbs instead. Now this was clearly a figurative way of stat- 
; Sold. With eager gold would craven heart conceal! ing the fact that she treated him successfully with mint-juleps. 
He was a soldier that had faced the foe! The most prominent instances of fluting recorded in ancient pic- | 
Once more he girt his harness for the strife, tured art, are the Corinthian column and the great piccolo match be- | | 
ee And gave his last and noblest gift—his Lirs! tween APOLLO and Marsyas. Of course we are not to understand, || 
Edition m2 August 30th, 1862. CuarLEs D, GARDETTE. literally, that APOLLO flayed Marsyas alive when he lost the match; | 
vill be seat a ——" _ the expression evidently bearing no other interpretation than that | 
ection, pay* x the latter got badly skinned on his bet. The flute used by Marsyas 
RELIGIOUS REBELLION. was originally the property of Minerva, who threw it away in a pet 
A ConrRABAND of more than usual intelligence, who states that he because her young man said it gave her a wry mouth. Lots of our 
-ailroad asl has lately acted as tent butler to Stonewall Jackson, has given some ladies here, who never played upon the flute, have Rye mouths. O || 
we oh very interesting particulars regarding the inner life of that great and dear! yes—old Rye. \\ 
plied wit f 00d man. According to this authority, Jackson always prays for See how this internecine and strategic, not to say expensive, little 
upon app two hours on end before he goes forth to battle. While mixed up in domestic difficulty of ours was foreshadowed by the heathen my- 
the stirring fight, he never loses an opportunity of offering up his ori- thologist, in the pleasing episode of APOLLO and the Python. Gen; | 
Sons, owing his life, on several occasions, to the fact of his falling erals of the Federal Army, which of you is the APOLLO of the day? 1] 
‘the trade Upon his knees to pray, just as a shell was about coming in contact Who killed the Anaconda ? Don’t all speak at once. ’ 
4 With his “cocoa-nut.” After the battle he prays again; and after If the charming GorGon Sisters really had snakes instead of ring- j 
Il beallowe! Prayer he sings hymns, which concluded, he has some more prayers. lets, is it not reasonable to infer that their coiffeur always Cut Away | 
not less tht _ltis in no spirit of disparagement that we make note of these reli- when they came to be trimmed by him ? 
fous exercises of the Rebel JacKSON—only we think that his well- _— 
own sobriquet of “ Stonewall” is hardly characteristic of the man, 
and that he might more appropriately be called Prayer-y JACKSON. THe TALE OF OUR ANACONDA.—The Bitter End. 
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VANITY FAIR. 





OUR SERENADES. 


EPTUAGENA- 
RIAN persons of 
the prettier sex are 
in the habit of re- 
marking that there 
was more gallant- 
ry hovering gaily 
around when they 
were girls, than 
they are accustom- 
ed to observe now 
Z. that they are get- 
ting to be somewhat 
advanced in years. 
The reverence due 


Da | 


Vache 
SNS) SS 


Sex sense would, in it- 
NS self, warn us from 


but there is 

> secial feature 

common to our cities, towns, villages, and even post-office stations, 

which impresses us more vividly than any other we know of, with 

the dreary conviction that the fine old Troubadour sentiment is, in- 
deed, on its last legs among us. 

We allude to our Serenades, 

This once charming tribute of the languishing lover to his mistress 
retired for the night, bas long since degenerated into a nuisance in- 
flicted upon sober-minded citizens by bands—or contrabands—hired 
for the absurd purpose of pouring love-melodies into the window of 
the hotel in which some political charlatan—a Member of Congress, 
perchance—is guzzling from the infuriating goblet in company with 
his constituent elements. The object of the ill-used melody is, as 
likely as not, a fleshy, sensual, tobacco-consuming, and generally foul 
person of the masculine gender. To the musicians, however, it is all 
one. He possesses money, or influence: there are many axes to 
grind, and at the lovely hour “ when stars are in the quiet skies,” our 
SILENUS, forsooth, hath much love breathed into his lob ears from 
per sive cornets and beseechful bassoons. He is mourned for as 
“Gentle Annie,” wailed about as “ Belle Brandon,” sobbed over as 
“ Sweet Rose d’Amour,” and upbraided in reproachful semiquavers 
as an unreciprocating young person of the fascinating sex. There is 
a contest for the possession of SILENUS. The Trombone attempts to 
retain him by the well-known formula “Fly not yet,” while the 
French-horn requests the pleasure of his midnight company to a pic- 
nic fur two on “ yon lonely isle,” admonishing him by no means to 
forget to “ bring his guitar.” 

It is a melancholy symptom of the Degeneracy of Man, is this, our 
modern serenade. Does the glowing Spanish sefiorita in her orange 
bower ever dreasn that we are such muffs over here as to do this ri- 
diculous thing? We really hope not. 


—>— 


THE DRAFT IN BALDINSVILLE. 
BY ARTEMUS WARD. 


Ir I’m drafted I shall resign. 

Deeply grateful for the onexpected honor thus confered upon me, | 
shall feel compeld to resign the position in favor of sum more worthy 
person. Modesty is what ails me. That’s what's kept me under. 

I meanter-say, I shall hav to resign if I’m drafted everywheres I’ve 
bin inrold. I must now, furrinstuns, be inrold in upards of 200 dif- 
ferent towns. If I’d kept on travelin’ I should hav eventooally becum 
a Brigade, in which case I could have held a meetin’ and elected my- 
self a Brigadeor-ginral quite unanimiss, I hadn’t no ideathere was so 
many of me before. But, serisly, I concluded to stop exhibition’, and 
make tracks for Baldinaville. 

My only daughter threw herself onto my boosum, and said, “It is 
me, faytuer! I thank the gods!” 

She reads the Ledger. 

“Tip us yer bunch of fives, old faker!” said Arremus, Jr. He 
reads the Clipper. 

My wife was to the sowin’ circle. I knew she and the wimin 
folks was havin’ a pleasant time slanderin the females of tne other 
sowin’ circle, (which likewise met that arternoon, and was doubtless 
enjoyin’ theirselves ekally well in slanderin’ the fust-named circle,) 
an’ I didn’t send for her. I allus like to see people injoy theirselves. 

My son OrGUSTUS was playin’ onto a floot. 

OrGustUs is a ethereal cuss. The twins was bildin’ cob-houses in 
a corner of the kitchin. 








[September 20, 1869, 

It'll cost some postage-stamps to raise this fam’ly, and yet it’ud 
go hard with the old man to lose any lamb of the flock. 

An old bachelor is a poor critter. He may have hearn the skylark 
or (what’s nearly the same thing) Miss KeLtLoce and Cartorry 
Patti sing; he may have hearn OLE Butt fiddle, and all the Dop. 
WORTHS toot, an’ yet he don’t know nothin’ about music—the real, 
ginuine thiog—the music of the laughter of happy, well-fed children! 
And you may ax the father of sich children home to dinner, feelin’ 
werry sure there’ll be no spoons missin’ when he goes away. Sich 
fathers never drop tin five-cent pieces into the coutribution box, nor 
palm shoe-pegs off onto blind hosses for oats, nor sedaddle to British 
sile when their country’s in danger—nor do anything which is really 
mean. I don’t mean to intimate that the old bachelor is up to little 
games of this sort—not at all—but I repeat, he’s a poor critter. He 
don’t live here; he only stays. He ought to ’pologize, on behalf of 
his parients, for bein’ here at all. The happy marrid man dieg in 
good stile at home, surrounded by his weeping wife and children. 
The old bachelor don’t die at all—he sort of rots away, like a polly. 
wog’s tail. 


My townsmen was sort o’ demoralized. There was a evident de- 
sine to ewade the Draft, as I obsarved with sorrer, and patritism was 
below Par—and Mar, too, [A jew desprit.] I hadn’t no sooner sot 
down on the piazzy of the tavoun than I saw sixteen solitary hoss- 
men, ridin’ four abreast, wendia’ their way up the street. 

“ What's them? Is it calvary?” 

“That,” said the landlord, “is the stage. Sixteen able-bodied 
citizens has lately bo’t the stage line tween here and Scootsburg. 
That’s them. They’re stage-drivers, Stage-drivers is exempt!” 

I saw that each stage driver carried a letter in his left-hand. 

“The mail is hevy, to-day,” said the landlord. “Gin’rally they 
don’t have more’n half a dozen letters ’tween’em. ‘To-day they've 
got one apiece! Bile my lights and liver!” 

«* And the passengers ?” 

“There ain’t any, skacely, now-days,” said the landiord, “and 
what few there is, very much prefier to walk, the roads is so rough. 

“And how ist with you?” I inquired of the editor of the Bugle- 
Horn of Liberty, who sot near me. 


“T can’t go,” he sed, shakin’ his head in a wise way. “ Ordinarily 
I should delight to wade in gore, but my bleedin’ country bids me 
stay at home. It is imperatively nécessary that I remain here for the 
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September 20, 1862.| 


purpuss of announcin’ from week to week, that our Gov'ment is 
about to take vigorous measures to put down the rebellion L’ 


I strolled into the village oyster-saloon, where I found Dr. 
ScHWAZEY, a leadin’ citizen, in a state of mind which showed that 
be’d bia histin’ in more’n his share of pizen. 

“Hello, old Beeswax,” he bellered; ‘ How’s yer grandmams? 
When you goin’ to feed your stuffed animils ?” 

“What's the matter with the eminent physician?” I pleasantly in- 
quired. 

“This,” he said; “this is what’s the matter. 
drunkard! I’m exempt!” 

“ Jes’ so.” 

“Do you see them beans, old man?” and he pinted to a plate 
before him. ‘“ Do you see ’em?” 

“T do. They are a cheerful fruit when used tempritly.” 

“Well,” said he, “I hain’t eat anything since last week. I eat 
beans now because I eat beans then. I never mix my vittles!” 

“Tt’s quite proper you should eat a little suthin’ once in a while,” 
Isaid. “Its a good idee to occasionally instruct the stummick that 
it mustn’t depend excloosively on licker for its sustainance.” 

“A blessin,” he cried; ‘‘a blessin onto the hed of the man what 
inwented beaus. A blessin’ onto his hed!” 

“Which his name is Gitson! He’s a first family of Bostin,” said I. 


I’m a habitooal 


This is a speciment of how things was goin’ in my place of 
residence. 

A few was true blue. The sclioolmaster was among ’em. He 
greeted me warmly. He said I was welkim to those shores. He 
said [had a massiv mind. It was gratifyin’, he said, to see that 
great intelleck stalkin’ in their midst onct more. I have before had 
occasion to notice this schoolmaster. He is evidently a young man 
of far more than ord’nary talents. 

The schoolmaster proposed we should git up a mass meetin’. The 
meetin’ was largely attended. We held it in the open air, round a 
roarin’ bonfire. 

The schoolmaster was the first orator. He’s pretty good on the 
speak. He also writes well, his composition bein’ seldom marred by 
ingrammatticisms. He said this inactivity surprised him. ‘‘ What 
do you expect will come of this kind of doin’s? Nihil fit ‘a 

“Hooray for Nihil!” I interrupted. ‘‘ Fellow-citizens, let’s giv 
three cheers for Nihil, the man who fit!” 

The schoolmaster turned a little red, but repeated—“ Nihil jit.” 

“Exactly,” I said. “Nihil ff, He wasn’t a strategy feller.” 

“Our venerable friend,” said the schoolmaster, smilin’ pleasantly, 
“isn’t posted in Virgil.” 

“No, I don’t know him. 
stand his little draft.” 

The schoolmaster wound up in eloquent style, and the subscriber 
took the stand. 

I said the crisis had not only cum itself, but it had brought all its 
relations. It has cum, I said, with a evident intention of makin’ us 
good long visit. It’s goin’ to take off its things and stop with us. 
My wife says so too. This is a good war. For those who like this 
War, ivs just such a kind of war as they like. I'll bet ye. My wife 
says so too. If the Federal army succeeds in takin’ Washington, 
and they seem to be advancin’ that way pretty often, I shall say it is 
strategy, and Washington will be safe. And that noble bauner, as it 
were—that banner, as it were—will be a emblem, or rather, I should 
say, that noble banner—as it were. My wife says so too. [I got a 
litle mixed up here, but they didn’t notice it. Keep mum.] Feller 
citizens, it will be a proud day for this Republic when Washington is 
safe, Gloucester, Massachusetts, is safe. Gen. FREMONT is there. 
No danger of Gloucester, Massachusetts, as long as Gen. FREMONT'S 
there. And may the day be not far distant when I can say the same 
of Washiogton. But if it is saved, it will be by strategy. Vermont 
Will soon be safe. Gen. PHELPS is comin’ home. Let us all rejoice 
that Vermont is about to be safe. My wife ‘says so, too. 

The editor of the Bugle-Horn of Liberty here arose and said: “ I 
do not wish to interrupt the gentleman, but a important despatch has 
just bin received at the telegraph office here. Iwill readit. It is as 
lollows: Gov’ment is about to take vigorous measures to put down 
the rebellion !” [Loud applause. } 

That, said I, is cheering. That’s soothing. 
Will be safe. [Sensation.] Philadelphia is sate. 
Sin Philadelphia. 
My wife says so too. 

There’s money enough. No trouble about money. They’ve got a 
lot of first-class bank-note engravers at Washington (which place, I 
Tegret to say, is by no means safe) who turn out two or three cords 
ot money a day—good money, too. Goes well. These bank-note 
f@gravers made good wages. I expect they lay up property. They 


But if he’s a able-bodied man he must 


And Washington 
Gen, PaTTrERSON’s 
But my heart bleeds partic’ly for Washington. 
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are full of Union sentiment. There is considerable Union sentiment 
in Virginny, more specially among the honest farmers of the Shenan- 
doah valley. My wife says so, too. 

Then it isn’t money we want. But wedo want men, and we must 
have them. We must carry a whirlwind of fire among the foe. We 
must crush the ungrateful rebels who are poundin’ the Goddess of 
Liberty over the head with slung-shots, and stabbin’ her with stolen 
knives! We must lick ’em quick. We must introduce a large num- 
ber of first-class funerals among the people of the South. Betsy says 
80, too. 

This war hain’t been too well managed. Weall know that. What 
then? Weare all in the same boat—if the boat goes down, we go 
down with her. Hence we must all fight. It ain’t no use to talk 
now about who caused the war. That’s played out. The war is 
upon us—upon us all—and we must all fight. We can’t ‘reason ” 
the matter with the foe—only with steel and led. When, in the 
broad glare of the noonday sun, a speckled jackass boldly and ma- 
liciously kicks over a peanut-stand, do we “reason” with him? I 
guess not. And why ‘reason’ with those other Southern people 
who are tryin’ to kick over the Republic? Betsy, my wife, says so 
too. 

I have great confidence in A. Linxry. The old fellow’s heart is 
in the right place, and his head is clear. There’s bin sum queer doin’s 
by some of his deputies—civil and military—but let it pass. We 
must save the Union. And don’t let us wait to be drafied. The 
Republic is our mother. For God’s sake, don’t let us stop to draw 
lots to see which of us shall go to the rescue of our wounded and bleed- 
ing mother. Drive the assassins from her throat—drive them into 
the sea! And then, if it is worth while, stop and argue about who 
caused all this in the first place. You've heard the showman, 
You've heard my wife, too, Me and Betsy is 1. 

The meetin’ broke up with enthusiasm. 
Baldinsville if we can help it. 


We shan’t draft m 


<—_ 


V. F. TO THE RESCUE. 
Cast, for a moment’s space, aside, 

Lie there, our bauble, cap and bells: 
The North's on Northern soil defied, 
And on the border’s Union side 

Rebellion whoops and yells. 


The Jester—fired with patriot zeal 
Waives, for tbe nonce, his g 

Up from his heart a stern appeal- 

A slogan for the common weal— 
Is surging to his lips. 


Rescue! the Flag of Stars is t 
Think! if it perish whe 

3enighted, beaconless, for] 

Wrecked, and of every anchor shorn, 
We drift with anarchy! 

Rescue! since sacred starlight led 
The shepherd seers to Bethlehem’s \ 

No orbs that glitter overhead 

So grand a light as ours have 
Say, brothers, shall they 


Rescue! let faction’s voice be mute, 
March all! in solid column march ; 
Have ye not heard that Treason’s foot, 
Spurning the Union, doth pollute 

The keystone of its arch? 


Rescue! let jealousy no more 

Disturb our counsels, mar our plans ; 
Strike ai/, as struck your sires of yore ; 
What they be que ithed do you restore : 


Strike for God’s cause and man’s! 
<= 
Not so Sweet. 


Tur Date has been described by Eastern travellers as a sweet and 
wholesome article of food. 

There must be some mistake, then, about the ‘ latest Dates” which 
have come to us by the steamers from Europe. They are neither 
sweet nor wholesome, and we wont’t have them crammed down our 
throat at any price. 





























THE WHITE SQUALL. 


Gallant Naval Captain.—“ Take IN SAIL, THERE, GIRLS !—WE SHALL HAVE TO SCUD UNDER BARE ; ’ 
PoLEs !” (and just as he says this, away go his cap and wig, putting him under that very necessity.’ ‘PasdeGrog? Cela fait des Grognards!’ 
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Interesting Fact. 


THE cartilaginous excrescence in the centre 
of the human throat is commonly known ag 
the Pomum Adami, or ADam’s Apple. 

In some parts of New-Jersey, however— 
Monmouth County, in particular—the savants 
call it Pomum Johannis, on account of the 
quantity of Apple Jack tipped over it by the 
industrious topers of that region. 


ooo 
Bread Stuff. 


| A FOREIGN invention is reported by which 
| may be obtained “‘a very sweet bread, full of 
eyes, and extremely light.” 

Bread ‘full of eyes” would, we judge, 
serve as the spectacles no less than the “staff 
- life.” 


Pe sere 
Cremant et Sec. 


“T pRINK Champagne when I want to 
| write,” said the Poet; “I can always get 
Rhymes from Champagne.” 

“ And Champagne from Reims,” said X. 


_ 
oe 


Dietetics. 


“You seem afraid to eat Nothing,” remark- 
ed the Landlady, as the Lodger helped him- 
sslf thrice to cucumbers. 

“Yes, madam,” replied the Lodger, 
“‘ when I can get Something !” 





a eee Set 
Pathologico-Culinary Sentiment. 


Corn and tomatoes make an excellent 
soup, and why not? Is not the word Com 
inseparably connected with our idea of a Toe 
martyr ? 

——j—_—_ 


By a French Sailor. 




















CHEER UP! CHEER UP! 


Ir news of our endeavors crost 
Comes o’er the trembling wire— 

Of battles won at fearful cost— 

Of battles bravely fought, but lost— 
Of slaughter and of fire, 

Let those who hope for our dismay 
Be taught, in vain their hoping ; 

While closes up for fresh affray 

The unquailing patriot array, 
With rebel ruffians coping! 


Oh ! falter not, if ye be men, 
Ye guardians of our border! 
Rally your shattered ranks, and then 
Stand firm, or onward press again 
In grim and dauntless order! 
If home is dear, or fame is sweet— 
If lips are worth the loving— 
See to it, when those lips you meet, 
Their murmurs make your bliss complete— 
Their syllables approving ! 


Let sordid souls, with reck’ning base, 

Divide their country’s spoiling ! 
Leave toil for profit or for place— 
The selfish and ignoble chase, 

To those who love the toiling! 
The musket on your shoulder laid 

Is worth a monarch’s ransom ; 
Your jackets, travel-worn and frayed, 
Outshine the buttons and the braid 

Of brigadiers so handsome. 


And, O ye gentlemen so fine ! 
Who stay at home in ease, 
Pray do not needlessly repine, 








As you peruse each leaded line, 
Don’t be so hard to please! 
Don’t spoil your muffin and your toast 
By querulously harping ! 
Don’t spoil your boiled and fried and roast, 
By empty doubts and emptier boast, 
And thrice as empty carping ! 


For him who talks of base defeat— 
For him who talks of stopping, 
And wanders up and down the street, 
In panic vile—the tear-drops fleet 
From linen cheeks a-mopping— . 
Let honest men his presence fly, 
His brotherhood denying! 
He’s very fit to sell and buy, 
But who the sutler-soul will try, 
In selling or in buying? 


So strike once more for Fatherland— 
Once more for hearth and altar! 
The brave shall have our heart and hand, 
The craven but the jibe and brand, 
The traitor but the halter. 
So strike once more, and with a will, 
The luck to Fortune leaving! 
Come glee or gloom, be steadfast still, 
And though weak men may weep their fill, 
A Fio0 FOR THEIR GRIEVING! 


————PS__. 
Wanted—A Doctor. 


Tue Goversment of Australia is said to be in want of a man “ who 
would come out with the latest light on the treatment of lunatics 
We think we could name other governmental officials who stand in 
need of the same leech. Australia is frank. Will the good example 
be followed ? 
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BRITISH NEUTRALITY. 


Aminadab Sleek Bull—“No, sm; I am THE ’EAD oF A SeERIovs FaMILy, AND WE ARE STRICTLY NEUTRAL} 
THEREFORE I CANNOT ALLOW YOUR VESSEL—THE TUSKY-ROARER, I THINK ?—-TO MAKE ’ERSELF AT ’OME IN ANY 


OF OUR PORTs.” 


| 
| 
| 























SS PRL ae ee EINES 0 WOKS BAY eee OD 





VANITY FAIR. 





PERSONS 
Bac EX 
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ON DRAFT. 


Recruiting Officer.—“ EXEMPT, You Say ? 


OUR WAR CORRESPONDENCE, 


LETTER FROM McARONE. 


ALEXANDRIA, Sept. 
Deak VANITY :—Yes, I see it. I have made a mistake. 

[t is the first 1 ever made. 

I had no business to leave my army and go to Richmond. 

But then, I should be excused, for I thought I could take that city 
alone. Now, however, I am wiser. Washington is safe. 

The back-bone of Rebellion is broken in the District of Columbia ! 

The Army of Virginia has advanced upon Washington. President 
Lincoln assures me that his utmost expectations are fulfilled. 

And now for an army of good men and true, One Million strong, 
to hurl upon the Rebels from every point. 

Do you know, dear VANitTy, how it came about that’ Richmond is 
not yet ours? . . that we are protecting Washington to-day, instead 
of roving Southward, like the white swan in the song? 

Ask the white-livered sneaks of the press and the Senate . the 
men whose philanthropy has slaughtered hecatombs of brave sol- 
diery, and squandered millions of treasure . . . in a word, the Abo- 
litionists | 

Ah! but I sigh for the happy days of my old Italian campaign, 
when a soldier was a fighting-man, and a general had his eyes upon 
something nobler than the spoils of a fat office, Bella Italia! Land 
of song and wine! Land without Niggers! Oh! thrice happy, thrice 
blessed ! Basta! 

Bull Run is an excellent place to come from. 

. . . I want Four Hundred Thousand more men, for three years or 
for the War. I shall draft for them, and the Governors of States 
Shall not say me nay again. 

_ Doesn’t it strike you, dear VANIry, that, considering we are fight- 
Ing against the principle of States Rights, these Governors show a 
marvellous independence of obligations to the National Government ? 

I told Lincotn, a while ago, to draft Three Hundred Thousand 
men forme. He ordered the draft for August 15th. The Governors 
of nearly all the (so-called) loyal States replied: “No, we will raise 
Volunteers instead.” 

“But,” said the President, “I want this Army now.” 


EMP 1 


Ou, yEs!—-Ipio7, I suprosk —ALL RIGHT.” 


| 
| 


| 
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Musical Intelligence. 


Since the Army changed its Base, the 
Press has changed its Tenor. 


eo 
Sentiment, by Man-o’-War Jack. 


‘‘Here’s bad luck to the WELLES that 
gives us water instead of grog !” 
<> 
A ‘* Substitute.” 

“Tr is said that @onscription will soon be resorted 
to, to fill up ihe navy,” etc.—Daily Paper. 

That is, as Government can no longer give 
poor JACK a Dram, it is about to give him a 
Draft instead 

> 
Interesting to our Old Women. 


A DESPATOH to iladelphia, giving news 
of the C jerate movements towards Penn- 
sylvania, sa} 

“The 
off.” 

Numbers of 
mentarily ingul 
situated. To tl 
character; some 
used to be Fun 
been transferred to 


and other cit 


main rebel army is at Funktown, 2} miles 


espectable persons are mo- 
ring where this Funktown is 
> the replies are of a mixed 
that Richmond 
but that tho name has 
ington, Philadelphia, 
» rebels have taken 
invaders. 


claring 


KtLOW 


“ome 
-—- 
y Enough. 
tten a book on “ Fight- 
r—yes, The easy 
vays that which is 
—a very consoling fact 
There would scem to 
1 the world between 
oat cut, and hearing that 
f in that way. 


i ou goll do al da the bold Gov 
erniers; ‘ will you ll you can get them ?” 
Now, I want to know whether the No ntends to acknowledge 
and uph jd the supremacy of t 1ent over the 
States, or to defy and overthrow 

Therefore, I hereby demand F Thousand additional 
troops, to be raised by Christmas, Governors or no Governors. 

IT mean to fetch them to their 1 

Pardon me if I wax warm; | 
inferiors. 


have the men no 


0 obedience from 
.e ( rlVe my ove to Gene ral K D. M RGA Ai 
Later.—I hav j ist returned from & Call GIDEON, 
lighted with his coup d'état, the abolition of grog-r 
He says that it keeps the men er 
fore in good fighting humor. He tells me, { 
all his influence with HALLECK and § 
stopped in the Army on the same i I STANTON 
thinks it rather a good idea, but Haut I an opinion that 
the propounder of such an idea was undoubtedly a fool. 

I agree with HALLeck. But Gipr figured out, and 
explained the economy of the mov y, for his years. 

“The grog-bill for last year,” said he, 2 shins, “ amount- 
ed to Three Hundred and Fifty-three Th nd Six Hundred and 
Kighty-one Dollars Thirty Cents. Very good. I give the men 
Five Cents extra, per diem, instead. That makes a sum of Three 
Hundred and Fifty-three Thousand Six Hundred and Sixty-five Dol- 
lars. Eh? Subtract it, now. Three Fifty-three Six Sixty-five from 
Three Fifty-three Six Kighty-one Thirty See? I save Sixteen 
Dollars Thirty Cents; which is a good deal of money, in these 
hard times. Eh? NowI dare say there’s many a poor fellow who 
would like to have Sixteen Dollars Thirty Cents. Don’t you think 
so? Well, that’s it. Eh?” 

I don’t wish to be hard on any man; especially a very advanced 
one; but really, I must say that GipgoNn reminds me strongly of . . . 
of . . . shall I say it? well, of . 3UCHANAN. 

Beware however of spurious intelligence. There 
truthful army-correspondent, and he is, yours, 


you see him. 

He is de- 
itions in the Navy. 
, all the time, and there- 
irther, that he is using 
food rations 


es as be 


ON to have 


is but one 
McARONE. 
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THE TOWN SHOWS. 
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CRAVING your presence, Mr. Printer, I have this week, first of all, 
to touch my hat to Mr. Forrest. Not to take it off, mind you, for 
that I would hardly do to Frecurer, although I did it last week to 
Miss BATEMAN, and am expecting to do it before long to Ristori. 
But when you come to women, it’s another matter, 


“ And oh! the difference to me.” 


as WORDSWORTH says. 

However, I have seen the day—and that not so long ago—when 
before Forrest I would take off not only my hat but my shoes. 
Since then, having bought a wig and become conservative, I rarely 
uncover my head except in the presence of ringlets and shoulder- 
straps. 

In paying my humble obeisance, with the qualification aforesaid, to 
Mr. Forrest, I simply lay my usual offering at the shrine of Success. 
The question of Genius I leave and bequeath (see my post-humorous 
papers, Letter A, Folio I) to my friends the Critics and their heirs 
forever, who will probably feel as inuch obliged to me asif I had 
left them my bill-book. 

For myself, I accept the verdict of the public, and look upon For- 
REST as about the only man among us who has the requisite muscle 
to vear five mortal acts of a tragedy on his shoulders without break- 
ing down. Lots of other people try it, to be sure, but long before 
the curtain drops the boys can hardly refrain from calling out: 
“ How’s your poor feet ?”’ 

T congratulate Manager WHEATLEY, therefore, on having engaged 
the ‘‘Great American Tragedian,” and prophesy that as long as he 
is in town it will be as difficult to get a good seat at NIBLO’s as to 
buy a copy of VANITY Farr the second day after publication. 

I must furthermore congratulate Manager WHEATLEY on having 
engaged Hackett for the off-horse of his establishment, since, if he 
can’t draw with such a team, he may as well recal Monsieur RAVEL, 
who can fill apy house in the country without so much as opening 
his mouth. 

With your love of fun, Mr. Printer, I shouldn’t wonder if, despite 
your devotion, pictorial and other, to FORREST, you gave the prefer- 
ence, after all, to Hackett, though at the risk of your sides. But 
for my own part, being of a grand, gloomy, and peculiar turn of mind, 
I turn fondly toward Forrest, whom I never meet on Broadway 
without fancying he has a skull in his hand, and ignoring whether 
he has one in his hat or not. And yet, I am told, he is a very hu- 
man person, and one, moreover, of exquisite “ govt.” 

Another tragic sensation for us just now is Miss BATEMAN as Lady 
Macbeth. This is a peg higher than anything the youthful aspirant 
has attempted as yet, but as she has a clear eye and a steady step, 
and is lacking neither in poise nor pose, I have no doubt that she 
will sustain herself on the dizzy height, and in this part, as in most 








others, excel all her contemporaries, even if she doesn’t fulfil all our 
expectations. 

I think that no one who has seen her Julia, Geraldine, or Rosa 
Gregorio can question, whatever may be her deficiencies, that, with 
the single exception of MaTitpa HERON, we have had no tragic act- 
ress on our boards that could be compared with Miss BATEMAN since 
the best days of Fanny KEMBLE. 

I could wish sometimes, indeed, that there were one or two more 
love-notes in her voice—that she were just the least bit in the world 
less staid and statuesque—that she would now and then finish a sen- 
tence without a rising inflexion—and that she might acquire a little 
of that delicious ease which seems to be all but confined to the French 
stage; and yet she is so free from the common faults of her profes- 
sion, and so abounding in all its excellencies and graces, that I never 
hint, as in this case, at any of the drawbacks in her acting without 
a vague feeling that I have been doing something silly—like pulling 
a flower to pieces, for instance—and ought to have my ears boxed. 
For, after all, ic should be borne in mind that even in the presence of 
such actors as J. W. Wattack, Epwiy Apams, and her veteran of a 
father, (whose impersonation of the Bard in “ Geraldine” is something 
to be remembered for years, ) she shines forth 

“ Pair as a star, whea only one 
Is shining in the sky.” 

I don’t think of anything else to say in the tragic line, except that 
Miss Bateman is to be followed, at the Winter Garden, by Epwix 
Booru, of whom one may say as Dr. Hotmes says of one of his heroes: 

“ Now being from Paris recently, 

This fine young man would show his skill.” 
Moreover, he will have an ample chance to “show his skill,” and 
with Forrest over the way a big incentive to do so. He comes of 
good stock, does Boor, and, truth to say, has always done credit to 
it. Still, there was plenty of room for improvement, and it is pleasant 
to know that during his residence abroad he has neglected no oppor- 
tunity of observation or study. We shall soon see with what result. 
If he has accomplished all that is reported of him, he may do as much 
for the American stage as FEcuTER, with all his faults, has done for 
the English ; nay more, for, as Boucicavtr will tell you, a new idea 
can hardly be got into an Englishman’s head short of a surgical ope- 
ration. 

And now to lighter themes. 

The report that Nrxon has written an opera, and has taken the 
Academy of Music with a view to bringing it out, with ELLEN Zoyara 
as his prima donna, isa calumny. NIXON is no such man. He has 
a new opera, to be sure—and everything else to make his Academic 
début a success—but his great idea is to have the honor of bringing 
out Cartorra Patti, who, it is now said, will make her first appear- 
ance on the 22d. 

Asa matter of course, everybody will be “there to see.” And they 
will see something more than a new prima donna. They will, for 
example, see a well-mounted opera and a well-conducted opera-house. 
Moreover, there will be some things they will not see, and, among 
others, a lobby-full of greasy dead-heads staring the ladies out of 
countenance, and a hungry crowd of peddlers bawling out their small 
wares. The first reform will be a difficult one to carry out, and 
may cause a revolution in Chatham street, but Nrxon has put his foot 
down, and will not be likely to take it up, except to kick out intruders. 

It will be something quite new, Mr. Printer, to have the opera 
managed by an American, and there are not wanting those who say 
it can’t be done. We shall see. It may lead to a foreign war, but 
what of that?, The town is in fighting order, just now, and the new 
manager can hold his own if he is plucky, even at the Academy and 
against the Twelve Tribes. 

Meanwhile, that large class of people called Germans—and very 
nice people they aro, for the most part—mean to have an opera of 
their own, and to this end have taken Wa.tacx’s old theatre, where, 
with their excellent company and the best opera-conductor in town, 
(Cart Awnscuurtz,) their success would seem to be certain. 

Indeed, success seems to be certain, this season, every where. 

Nusto’s; Barnum’s, the Winter Garden, the Cremorne, the Bowery 
theatres, the Minstrel houses, etc., have been crowded all the week, 
and now Miss Keene and Mr. Wattacx are rehearsing pieces which, 
if any faith can be put in Green-Room reports, are cards that (if you 
ever do such things) you can safely bet on. 

You see, therefore, that by another week the season will have 
fully set in, and what with new plays and old plays, new players and 
old players, your correspondent will have plenty of nice things to 
write about. Pyps. 


<tie 
——— 





And Vice Versa. 


“ WELL, sir, the Rebels are upon our soil, now!” said a lukewarm 
Pennsylvanian to our Philadelphia Contributor. “They are!” ex- 
claimed our P. C. sternly, “and before long, our soil will be upon the 
Rebels!” The L. P., having thus got his full ‘‘ change,” departed. 
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OF DANGER. 

S the daily press 
appears to be una- 
ble or unwilling te 
instruct the public 
with regard to cur- 
rent events at the 
localitics where 
fighting should, 
would, could, might, 
or ought to be ex- 
pected, we are in- 
duced to publish the 
following items, fur- 
nished to us by our 
stipendiary lunatic, 
who boards and 
lodges, at present, 
up in the air, in a 
balloon of his own 
construction. 

“‘ Pennsylvania,” 
: 4 he says, ‘‘looks 
aan : “— very queer from a 
bird's-eye point of view. I see below me, at this moment, a com- 
pany of Quakers busily engaged at drill. The shrill commandsof the 
officers reach me at intervals. I have heard a good deal of swearing 
in my time, but never anything to be compared, for vehemence and 
variety, to the expletive phraseology of these reckless men. Stone- 
wall JACKSON will need to pray double time if ever he gets into 
Pennsylvania. 

“There is a raid of rebel cavalry going on at Damascus. What 
are these I see flashing in the air? Ah! yes! Damascus Blades, 
who are skedaddling away as fast as their legs can carry them before 
the guerrillas of Secesh. We want better metal than such blades 
are ruade of, if we are going to win the great fight. 

“What nonsense it is to say that the rebels are destitute of cloth- 
ing and food. There now, over at yon mountain’s foot, is a party of 
them feeding boisterously, and upon something nice, no doubt. Let 
me adjust the telescope so as to observe them more accurately. Oh! 
dear me! Something nice, indeed. Why they are eating their 
boots, I declare, and, like the Picts of old, have their unclad persons 
smeared with blue-clay, to resemble uniforms, with dandelion 
flowers stuck on for buttons! 

“Yonder I behold a United States army sutler driving a first-rate 
speculation. He is flying a large kite, to the tail of which he has attach- 
eda pair of old boots. The whole rebel army—-some 20,000 men, at 
least—are following the bait, across the country, as fast as they can 
tun, Gazing up into the air, they do not see that they are ap- 
proaching our lines, where they will presently find themselves 
prisoners ; while the ingenious sutler will get ten dollars apiece for 
them from the Government, with the rank of Brigadier-General, a 
Post-Office, and a sinecure desk in the New-York Custom House. 
Merit is never allowed to go unrewarded by our Government, which 
isa good one, and must be supported. 

“I see a great fat man down in the valley, yonder. Surely it 
must be Mr. Hacker, in his famous character ot Fulstagf. No, it 
isn’t, though; it’s nobody but HumpHrey MAnrsHALL, menacing 
Pope's rear with a spy-glass and a bamboo switch.” 

We have a good many other items of great interest, from the same 
source as the foregoing, but as most of them might wound the private 
feelings of several estimable rebels, we forbear from publishing them 
at present. 


FROM THE POST 


—<p— 


THE NEW GOODY TW0O-SHOES. 


Ir is painful to hear, as we do officially, that Gen. Price's rebel 
army is without shoes or stockings, being at once bare-footed and 
bare-faced, Price has commanded his aid-de-camp to issue a procla- 
mation to the people of Mississippi, begging them to pity in that re- 
spect his gallant Foots. He calls upon the women to go to knitting, 
and upon the men to betake themselves to cordwainery, as they value 
the soles of their gallant defenders; and he promises to pay for the 
said service—which is a Yarn of one kind which will hardly furnish 
any Yarn of the other, to begin with. Now ifthe gallant army—the 
Men of Great Price—would only agree, upon the receipt of shoes and 
stockings, to put them to the best possible use, by running away in 
them, and by never coming back for any more, we believe that every 
cobbler and every old lady in Mississippi would go to work with a 
will; but while Grim-visaged War continues to knit his Awful Front, 
the dames of Mississippi, at least, will continue to ply the twinkling 
needles, in hehalf of the Family Legs. 





VANITY FAIR. 











GREELEY 


TO THE RESCUE. 


A BarD, by the mellifluous name of Buncaay, has, we observe, 
been trying to stir up the senile Grextry to deeds of prowess. 
We have read the appeal, and we hope Buncay will prevail. In 
fact, Buneay reveals a clear path out of all our present troubles. 
He calls on the philosopher to “ strike,” and then to “ strike again,” 
and he tells him that ‘every sentence slays a foe.” We accept 
this deliverance, We demand the extermination of Stonewall 
Jackson. He is inconvenient. One for his nob, O Greerey! if 
you love us! Buneay, we call on you to make him do it. The 
idea is too good to be lost. Moreover, if not too hard on the old 
fellow, we demand that he write several hundred thousand sen- 
tences—short ones—-and kill off those irrepressibles in Virginia 
and Maryland. See to it, Buncay! Stir him up to the work; and 
if successful, he shall ‘‘ wake with fire and thunder-drum the slum- 
bering age,” and “lift the broad claymore in the light,” or eat hag- 
gis in the Park, or hang his white hat on the North Pole, or any- 
thing you like ; and nobody but yourself shall take the least no- 
tice. Proceed, Bungay! Macte virtute ! 


ae 


HARK! 


In my loiterings along 
By the lane, 
I heard the blacksmith’s song, 
As it went both clear and strong, 
Like sparks from an iron tongue 
Off the chain. 


Loud and lusty rang the words 
Unto me— 

Not like the song of birds, 

But sonorous as the herds, 

When at eve they wade the fords 
Of the sea, 


‘ Forge the iron while it’s red, 
Man of pith 

While the flying sparks 1 

To the rafters overhead— 


To-morrow you may be dead!” 
Sang the smith 

And as onward o’er the plain 
Wended I, 


Amid the hurricane 
On the wind and t 
Ever the anvil strain 


Hu 


And the billows of the sea 

Far away, 
Murmured the same to m¢ 
With a palpitating 
For a fiercer energy 








From “ Shear” Benevolence. 

VY. F. BEGS, without malice, to call the attention of those Rebels 
who lately attempted to force a passage at Harper’s Ferry, to the an- 
cient saying, that, “ Whoso cometh { yL, shall perad- 
venture return shorn !” 
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That’s So! 


* THERE’S @ great variety of honorable pursuits in life,” remarked 
JENKS sententiously, “ but, just now, there is one in particular that 
strikes me as being specially noble, and deserving of success.” 

‘* What’s that, sir?” asked the bysta1 dreamily 

“ The pursuit of the Rebel Invaders!” replied J 

i 
Of Age. 


“ MANKIND have called the various great 
names as the ‘Golden Age,’ ‘ Iron Age,’ 
tinued the philosophic Barkeeper; ‘I w 
present age ?” 

“Probably, the Post-Age,” 
ten-cent “currency” note. 


zen Age,’ ete.,” con- 
what they will call the 





answered the Judge, handing hima 
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[September 20, 1862, 





REASONABLE OFFER. 


Sailyeur Boy.—‘* WANTER BE PULLED ROUND THE GREAT EasTERN, MUM? I'LL PULL YER ROUND FOR TEN CENTS.” 
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SCOPE. 


Six months and more, 

McCLELLAN bore 

The rebels backward from the shore 
Of blue Potomac. 

With Glory’s spurs, 

Despite the slurs 

Of all the Abolition curs, 

Onward did go Mac! 


Field after field 

The rebels yield 

Wherever GEORGE’s cannon pealed : 
Not once defeated 

In feint or fight, 

Until the sight 

Of RicHMOND on her three-fold height 
His army greeted ! 


But now, alack ! 

The snarling pack 

Envy had hounded on his track 
Proved no more toothless ! 
And General (?) Sran- 

Ton’s favorite plan 

Was handed to another man— 
Eke Popg, the Ruthless! 


This wondrous plan 

Of General (?) Sran- 

Ton was to run a speedy span 
Of Rebel smashing ; 

And high grew hope 

That General Pore 
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Through Richmond in triumphant “lope” 
Would soon be dashing. 


Six weeks, or less— 

In what a mess 

His plan, e’en StaANTON must confess, 
Has “ found its level!” 

The whole campaign 

It took, to gain, 

Six months of treasure, blood, and brain, 
Gone to the Devil! 


The Foe once more 

Their legions pour 

Along Potomac’s ravaged shore, 
Unchecked and wanton ; 

Each field Mac won 

They overrun : 

Again their watchword’s Washington ! 
Now, what does STANTON ? 


Ma foi! tis queer 

How wholesome fear 

The head of envious “small deer” 
Will clap a spell on, 

And ‘self” efface! 

In this “ tight place” 

Behold! how swift recalled to grace— 
GEORGE B. McoCLELLAN! 


Now, Readers, ye, 

It seems to me, 

Through this Kaleidoscope may see 
A cheerful Moral 

Without much aid: 

Thus: Crowns to shade 

Men’s brows are not all fittest made 
Of Hero Laurel! 








Joun A. Gray, Printer, Fire-Proof_ Buildings, 16 and 18 Jacob Street, corner Frankfort, N.Y. 





